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O! my lost love moaned there And her low moans in the air Sleepy startled birds did hear
O ! my dream it makes me weep, That drear dream I had in sleep At the thought my pulses leap
For she lay there moaning low While the solemn wind did sough While the clouds did over go
Then I lifted up her head
And I softly to her said
Blanche, we twain will soon be dead
Let us pray that we may die Let us pray that we may lie Where the softening wind does sigh
That in heaven amid the bliss Of the blessed where God is Mid the angels we may kiss.
We may stand with joined hands Face to face with angel bands They too stand with joined hands.
Yea, she said, but kiss me now
Ere my sinning spirit go
To the place no man doth know,
There I kissed her as she lay O! her spirit passed away 'Mid the flowers her body lay.it was through her poetry that he became acquainted a little later with that of her husband, to whom he frankly owned his obligations, and of whom in succeeding years he wrote as " high among the poets of all time, and I scarce know whether first or second in our own."
